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And bear the burden of our doubtful peace ;    .
We must fight mouth to mouth ere hand to hand,
But the clean steel must end It.

Qimn.                                    Now would God

1 had but one day's manhood, and might stand
As king in arms against this battle's breach
A twelve hours' soldier, and my life to come
Be bounded as a woman's; all those days
That must die darkling should not yet put out
The fiery memory and the light of joy
That out of this had lightened, and its heat
Should burn in them for witness left behind
On those piled ashes of my latter life,

0 God, for one good hour of man, and then
Sleep or a crown for ever!

BothwdL                        By God's light,

The man that had no joy to strike for you
Were such a worm as God yet never made
For men to tread on.    Kiss me ; by your eyes
And fiery lips that make my heart's blood hot,

1  swear to take this signet of your kiss
As far into the fight as man may bear,

And strike as two men in mine arm and stroke
Struck with one sense and spirit

Queen.                                       If I might change

But this day with you in your stead to strike
And you look on me fighting, as for me
You have fought ere this last heat so many a prize,
Or for your own hand ere your own was mine,
I would pray God for nought again alive.